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I Vly name is 
I live in Bach 
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<Hsl £-1 cH §T^t , MS c h'l H < 
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3iHol c;Wdl % WV 
mesiTcH <tsl<H<r|| 3 Tm5T 

o 

! TT ^". <H^1 <s|$d oil ^ 
^T, cloi 3i |c||ol ciicHI 

3J^T ciMd\ 3fT 3TM5T 
oRTcTT %. 


f love playing : 
dusty street with 
I love loud, 
music. And I 
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qr ^rrt 1? w -3 r#, %cta^r # f^nfr 3 ttRt 

o 

3k 41, chMM *R c\l^ ^T silk' iol'isTl oiicTl t?. 

3=r^T cTRt foUsI^ # Raff 3TRTT cfit # cTR-cTR 

S<s|1<r|| HScll !?. cbtH-H 3^" f^RIRT 3^ zJoT ^ ^dflcl tRf RT ^TRcft {?, chcH^ 


3=TRrft ^ 3fR ffTRTcfr *?. 


But most ol all, I love calligraphy — writing the 
of my language anti making them go from right to left 
across the page, 

I love to make the ink How— from my pen stopping 
and starting, gliding and sweeping, leaping, dancing 


<H<HS|I c||c|-ij M^C<s|TcH % >isl<M 'HHl-Hl'STffT ^’4Sl«r| o^TT $ldl - 

o o o 

TvjI'MJ-I die;, <^c;m % k ,c b ^ ci 0 ^, oT^TTett ^ dicTl j?. islecbcH 3?fT cK$ 31T^t 


Tel'isicl TT3-RT ^ 3fT 3i *41 fsTf^TT 3^ tJeeft ^T k ,c h oRsftTT t5>lsc1l did I ^T. 



Writing a long sentence is like watching a soccer player in slow motion as he 
kicks the ball across the field, as I leave a trail ol dots and loops behind me. 






3l®c{] 3 tT, 3To^T dCH<r|| fol'i£|<r|l 

O O 

3TTHT°T ^tcTT $\ #7 3TCTT U^-^Rt 

# cH^ sT# q^sTHTcT 3TFFI ^TTcT f . 
f^RTTcT % feP7 AS) <s|$<r| — 3R" <r||<H. 

s)^<r| <r|l«H k^-idcl Cl'+d <A'Tl °bcH«H chMIol 

RT sPF ckcfr ^ 3Tdt 

Some words are easier to write than 
others. Their letters loop together and 
make beautiful shapes all by themselves — 
like the word Yasmin, my little sisters 
name. It just flows from my pen. 
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My lifitc shirrs mirar 
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Other words are difficult. Too many 
loops, too many la If "masts" that turn 
into tangled knots of ink. These words, 
like my grandfathers name, Mustafa, 

I practice over and over. 
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y&u&s&tse&k 

<*>0> ^T®sfr fol'isMI ^cT chf^xrl $ldl (?. chO. ^ 

o o o 

d<Hl<H t3>oTl fr, Fit 3t 3^fr-3^ft <Tl°llt 
^Icfr ft. <*>0> at f^fr # 3TT3TR ^Icfr ft. 

o 

chf^xd ?Ts2[t 3TT s|K-<s|K lcl'tSl c M ^dchl 

ara-'w tott f . att <tidioTl - 

3^T <Htdsll feR3FTT f. 
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?ff 3RqR JHdlcb # ^ ‘RFRT” sRRfr f. “^R^T” R?T 

o x o O v o °s 

^RTT £Rf # % ?T^T 3TcTR ^T. eft 3TT<5 # TTRT 

q^f # ^r £r. eft >M<hi 3t§rrt 

^TtT £|\ 3o-£|V) arseR % RT feoil^H 3ftl 

^TjT. err ctFFf # sr^r chii^d §Y ^§fr fWr srtrtt 

o 


5T^t, qr “^TR^T” cfR^ # fRt f . qTRR? eft 

^fT %^RJF6T ^Rf ?R^cT 

o 



My mother jokes arid calls me 
Yakut — alter the most famous 
calligrapher in the world. He li\ 
Baghdad, too, eight hundred years 
ago. He practiced writing every day. 
He invented new ways of making 
letters. He was a genius. I don't 
tell anyone, but he is my secret 
hero because be could create 
such beauty. 






There is a story they tel! of Yakut. 

One fearlul day in the year 1258, 

Mongols attacked Baghdad. As they 
burned the city and killed hundreds of 
thousands of people, Yakut fled to a 
high tower. 

ST^TR oTfaT “2TRRT” 'tMicl {?. •HTeT 1258 ?!", k lc h -isitM^olich f^oT, d-MlIcH 

O O 

efRft ^ sjdi^u; 3usb<H u l f^RTT. oR <H<ulcH Tt oToTT ^ 3frr ^chsl- 

^ oil'd <Hl d l1 3 tT st»c<H 3R cl®) “qi^)d” ®iq«d % ielk 1 k lc h 3RfT <dl<riK RT q<J d K‘. 









c|$l RT <<, Ml c hrl” o^T 
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k ,c h 3i «d <5l 'M° - c^dl <tTl . 

^ O 

3TT -dt^hdlcti <HI$tcH 

3^T 

cbl^nU) 3ttT TT 


There, Yakut created 
beauty. He shut out 
the horror and wrote 
glistening letters of 
rhythm and grace. 
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One (lightening night in the year 2003, as 
bombs and missiles /ell on my city, and death 
and destruction once again filled the streets, I 
like Yakut, wrote. 

I wrote all night and the many nights oi 
bombing that followed. I filled my rb.om with 
pages ol calligraphy. ! filled my mind with 
peace. 


2003 fit «Hldld # TJ3T TTcT 3% TOft. m 

f^T TT ?T^Ff RT JflcT 3^T ^FT cTTScT ^TTcTT. ^ §fT “^TRhT” 

%^JF6T Tcft. 

3TT TTcT 3^T silcA, olsl elefr <s|<Hsi sK-del ^ ^TcT dil ‘i\ I *-Pl ctKcll 

T^T. 3^1 ^TTT Tr §TT *RTT. 3TRiT f^efT-RjHNI ^r 

f^ToTT. 
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Now the night bombing has 
stopped, and one war has become 
another. 

So, I keep writing — the easy 
words, the hard -to- write ones. 
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3W TIcT s|J-s| Pi < oil ^ ^TT {?. 
3T^ k'ch oTtT cT£T% 

o o 

*RTT 

^flfePT # 3T§fT §4t ddldK P^dl ^ - 
^3ft *HcH 3^T 3T§fT chP>oi ?Ts<J. 



Its funny how easily my pen 
glides down the long, sweeping 
hooks ol the word HARB — war . 


f^bddl 3T3TT 3TTcfT ^ 

chN m qr ^Ccfr fr, aftr 

(£sf = fel-isidl 

lel-isirl cicj-d 3=^ <s|<r||<d j?. 

O O 




how stubbornly it resists me when 1 make the 
difficult waves and slanted stall of SALAm — peace 


aftr 3T*r (srif^) fetwr ^ ?rt #fr 

chcHJH cH S'i£l SI cTl t? Bll't HI°Tl 4t) 

rR^ft f^cTcfr 


how much ! have to practice until 
this word Mows Ireely from my pen. 

^ 3^t ch<H<H ^ 

STTnT^ft <s|$ , <H$rl ^cT 3T§^TRT 3tl 't 

O o 

«flf^oicT ^h^oTr M 5? eft ft. 
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3>T wile 

3 TW f^TsT # *FoTT, S+otlfteb 
-H -{-«+> fcl *FT TJ*F TTfr^t 3TPT <Hf^<H<H eT^T 3T^ft 
qfa? ^TRT ^Ft, 3Tc*rf^F ^TT *FT TO 

•h'l^ I?. 3 < H*fl <H ^O, cit 3 ils nfasi fulfil 

Lionel 3ndl &ofi<tm£l ?TRT2» §d«fl sawi-ttsd 

f SRT% 3*ntf ^FcT £ 3TCHT 3TTW # d;S«M stflf 9TOT 

<s 3 o* 

«lolld (jf. ^T <3 >jI$ ^ 3f§TT, «t>l ^lol *TT oii^4 ci , 0^» ^ 

»ioK mt\ f. 3u«n fptft - ^ , Rifipn 3itr 

o 

*flwiik §-ti <|o-ci'tcii 3ttr PloKcfl t?. ^dfele 3T^t 
fpRsTlf , fatft ^pftcT %; q^sT fosTcft |. 
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AUTHORS NOTE 

Calligraphy, or the art of drawing letters, is an important 
pari of Islamic culture. Muslims use calligraphy to make 
their holy Honk, the Quran (core-awn), look as bcautilul 
as possible They also use it to decorate their mosques 
and other holy places, I ’art ol what makes Arabic 
calligraphy so beautiful is the fact that many ui i In- 
let tors are joined together In this way, the words seem 
to glide across the page in a magical rhythm, The dots 
and the tall "masts also add to this rhythm, so that a 
page ol Arabic writing looks like a page of music 




m-d«b # fi^RT %efRim “-Ulchd” *FT | 3^FT 

O O ♦ v 

W STOT *TT 3ToT-JTTcTTftRft. 3^FT 3T73T 1221 

<V O O ( 

#> 3trtw ^f^rPmr ^it for cpft ft prr *it, 3fk 
^«i cfTl <Hr^ 1298 ft, sRT2|T5| ST^T ft 3*T% ofici<ri 
#> ft, 3*5 cb^rPi^ii mr^r f -ftft «t«m<u<* #> 

3T^TFT^> ft ft *fl<riK ft 3TT RT t^lcTl 
dWchiM ft 3T?rraT ft *raft jtctft ftftterm 
ftt foT^Sfft ft «lA ft $<H «l|d cfrxH oll<ri^ “^cT* 
ftt ftcTl^ufTl ft chfc$> <r|<Hcrl ci1*fl ft, 3TT3T 8ft «I|C1 

^TTT ft ftoft ch< «sl j? . ftft Michel ft ^TcTTSTT j?. 

o 

^ <« 


The calligrapher mentioned in the story was Yakut 
(YaqutUl MusiYsrmi He was bom around 122! in either 
fithiupia or modern-day Turkey and died in Baghdad in 
1 2 £ iK ( )thcr than these lew facts and the story that he 
lied lo a high tower to write during the destruction of 
Baghdad, little is known about the life ol the man who 
was r»ne ol the greatest calligraphers of the Arabic 
language People have so treasured his writing lhaL a few 
samples of his calligraphy still survive. His signature 
appeal's below. 
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